174          LIFE ON THE STAGE
fal for my use —not forgetting the loose lire and the
smelling-bottle/                  .                     ,    Tr           T
" When I entered the carriage to go to the Vatican I was so weak with hope and fear and fright that Charles was quite upset about me, and was all for going with me; so I had to brace up and pretend the air was already doing me good. As I looked back at him, I wondered if he would divorce me, if in my effort to secure the pattern of a cardinal's gown I should create a tremendous scandal? I wore the regulation black silk, with black veil, demanded for the occasion, but besides the little pouch of silk depending from my belt with hre, salts, and 'kerchief, I had beneath my gown a pocket in which were some white Swiss muslin, pins, pencil, and tablets, and small scissors.
" There were many carriages — many people. I saw them all as in a dream. In a magnificent room the ladies were formed in line, waiting to be admitted to the Holy Father's presence. I was forgetting to keep my eyes open — there was a stir. A great door was opening down its centre. I heard a faint, low ' Hem!' The line began to move forward — a little louder that ' Hem!' Suddenly my eyes cleared — I looked. A pair of curtains, a little ahead, trembled. I drew my smelling-bottle and held it to my.nostrils, as if ill, but no one noticed me — all were intent upon the opening of the great door. As I came on a line with the Curtains, a hand, dream-like, beckoned. I stepped sidewise between the curtains, that parted, then fell thick and soft behind me. Another white beckoning hand appeared at the far side of this chamber. Swiftly I crossed toward it, A whisper of ' Quick 1 quick!' just reached me — a door opened, and I was in a passage-way, and for the first time saw a guide.
"At the foot of the stairs he paused — yet the voice had said ' Quick! quick!' I thought of the loose lire — yes, that was it I gave him three, and saw him glide up the stairs with cat-like stealth. Here were bare walls and floors, and all that cold cleanliness that makes a woman shrink and shiver.